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One 


Author's Notes: 
For Andy - and Lia Er - yeah - and I'd love to know what you think. ;) 


Linde 


"Hey," Ryan says in a low voice. Bam and Ville are several paces ahead of us, walking close together -- but not 
foo close -- and absorbed in their own conversation, Bam dragging Ville's suitcase behind him much like Ryan is 


dragging mine as we make our way to the parking lot. "Do you think they.. you know..?" 


| have to chuckle at the spark of innocent curiosity in Ryan's eyes. "Hey, anything's possible," | reply with a 
grin, "but honestly... no, | don't think so. We'd know it if they had. Ville is fucking /oud" 


Ryan cackles, and Bam and Ville both glance back over their shoulders to find us whistling innocently. When 


they face forward again, shaking their heads at us, Ryan turns back to me. "I dont know what's going on 


between them, then," he says quietly, "if anything. | mean, Bam always takes it kind of hard when he has to say 
goodbye to Ville, so.. | don't know if | should read anything more into the way he's acting than that" 


| shake my head, shrugging. "It's hard to say," | reply as Bam and Ville reach the Hummer and Bam unlocks the 
back door to load the suitcases. "Ville's acting weird, too, but... I'll have to talk to him. Maybe on the plane." 


"And I'll let you know if | find anything out, too," Ryan says, and | smile. Conspiring together to share secrets.. 
there's something both sweet and intimate about that, and | can't say | don't like it. 


With the suitcases and our two carry-on bags packed into the back of the Hummer, all that's left to load is 
the four of us. We did awaken Brandon and Raab before we left, Ville and | exchanging handshakes and hugs 
with the two of them, but as hung over as they were, they were more than happy to hear that they would 
not be accompanying us to the airport. At least this way, no one has to double up in the back seat, and Ryan 
and | don't have to hide anything on the way there. 


Bam pulls out into the Sunday-heavy New York traffic and heads toward the airport, conscientiously fading the 
stereo toward the front so that Ryan and | can talk without having to shout over the music blasting in our 
ears. There is something | want to say, of course, and | just don't think I'd have the nerve to get it out if | had 
to yell it over the blare of the CKY disc Bam's playing. 


* 


R yan 


When Linde reaches over and claims my hand in his, | look up, surprised, but make no move to conceal his 
action, after all, Bam and Ville are the only ones here.. thank God. | don't think | could have handled Raab and 
Novak tagging along, taking up precious backseat space, reeking of used alcohol, and hawking over us as we try 


to say our goodbyes. No.. its definitely better this way. 


"Ive got to tell you something," Linde says softly, and | turn to find his eyes fixed intently on mine. | can't 
speak in the face of a gaze that beautiful and intense, so | merely nod, encouraging him to continue. "I have to 
thank you," he whispers, moving in close so | can feel his warm breath on my neck. "I dont know what it is 
about you that makes me so comfortable, but I've done things with you that | never imagined | could. l'm not 


saying | could do them with just anybody, but at least | know I've got it in me." 


| don't know what to say to that. Even the obvious dirty comment eludes me, so | merely wrap my arms 
around him and pull him close to my chest, the position made awkward by our seat belts, but he responds 
immediately, holding me tightly in return, his warm, slightly sweaty hand on the back of my neck. When I'm 


finally able to pry my eyes open, | glance forward and meet Bam's eyes in the rearview mirror, but he just 


smiles sadly and looks away. Suddenly a little uncomfortable, | pull back, and Linde sighs, settling back against 
the seat with his eyes closed, his sweet face pale and slightly pinched. 


Aw, fuck if, | think, slipping my arm around Linde's shoulders again and pulling him close to me, and he looks up 
at me gratefully before he rests his head on my shoulder and reaches over for my left hand with his own, 
interweaving our fingers on my lap. The fingers of his right hand pick at a frayed hole in my jeans, toying with 
the stray threads, and | can't resist turning my head to kiss him on the forehead, resting my cheek against 
the top of his head and closing my eyes as his fingers tighten around mine. 


eK 


Linde 


The ride to the airport is over too quickly, and before | know it, Bam's pulling into a parking stall in the short- 
term lot. Ryan kisses my forehead again before we climb out of the backseat on opposite sides of the 
Hummer, and as Bam and Ryan unload our bags, Ville slips a compassionate arm around my waist, pressing a 


soft kiss to my cheek 

"Are you all right, love?" he whispers, and | shake my head, avoiding his eyes; | know the look that | will find 
there -- his patented, potent mixture of empathy and condolence -- and | also know that the defenses of my 
tear ducts are no match for that look, especially when I'm feeling like this already. 

‘Not really," | reply softly, "but the show must go on" 

Ville gives me a comforting squeeze as Bam slams shut the Hummer's back door, and | fall into step next to 
Ryan again on our way inside the airport, the two of us once again bringing up the rear of our melancholy 
little procession. We check in our luggage without any problems, and by the time we find our gate, the time to 
board is almost upon us. 


| can honestly say that this is the only time I've ever been in an airport and wished for a bomb threat. 


"You're flying into Germany first, right?" Bam asks as the four of us stand in a tight little circle, toeing the 
ground and pretending to watch the people walking past our gate on their way to destinations unknown. 


"Yes," Ville replies. "Frankfurt first, then Helsinki. We should be home in about twelve hours or so." 
"Ugh." Ryan grimaces. "That's a long trip.” 


"And its going to feel a lot longer on the way home," | murmur, and we all grow silent again. | know everyone 


knew exactly what | meant by that, and not one of them argues. 


"Ryan," Ville says finally, but | don't look up until he continues, "can | talk to you for a second?" 
Ryan's brow wrinkles in confusion, but he nods, glancing quickly at me before he follows Ville over to the 


window, leaving me and Bam alone to wonder what on earth they're talking about. 


KE 


R yan 


‘| want to thank you." 

That's the second time a Finnish man has said that to me today. "For what?" | reply cautiously. 

Ville's expression is soft. "You've put a smile on my Mikko's face this week like I've never seen," he replies, then 
shakes his head, as if debating what he just said "Well, maybe | shouldn't call him that," he continues, smiling 
gently. "After all, he's your Mikko now." 

| know I'm blushing now, but Ville's not finished yet. "You've brought things out in him that even /never knew 
were there," he says, glancing over at Linde where he stands uncomfortably next to Bam, neither of them 
speaking much. "He's still the same person | know and love, but he already seems so much more confident in 


his own skin than he did even at the beginning of the week." 


"Really?" | ask softly, smiling at Linde when he glances my way, and flushing when he smiles back. "You really 


noticed a change?" 


"God, yes," Ville replies, wrapping his arms around me and pressing his lips briefly against my cheek. "Thank 
you, Ryan.. | hope I'm not putting too much pressure on you by saying this." 


| shake my head, my smile widening further still. I'd noticed the changes in Linde, too, but if Ville sees them and 
attributes them to me, well.. maybe there's a better chance of this working out than even / thought. "Well, 
thank you, too, Ville," | say, and Ville cocks his head curiously to the side. 

"For what?" 


"For letting me have him," | say shyly, "at least for this week." 


"Ryan," Ville says quietly, patting my cheek. "He's yours." 


KE 


Linde 


"So you guys get along pretty well, huh?" Bam asks finally, and | look over at him to find him, incredibly, 
blushing a little. 


"Yeah," | reply, leaning back against the wall and smiling as much as | can muster. "I'd say so. Ryan's.. pretty 


amazing." 


"Yeah, he is," Bam says, leaning next to me and lightly kicking my foot. | jump a little, glancing sharply at him, 
only to find him grinning at me. "He better be good to you," he says, making me laugh. 


"| think he will." 


Ville and Ryan rejoin us then, and | gravitate immediately to Ryan's side, clutching the arm of his faded brown 


jacket as the loudspeaker crackles to life above us, signaling our impending separation. 
Flight 8845, non-stop service to Frankfurt, Germany, will now begin boarding at gate seven" 


"That's us," Ville says, and my heart lurches dangerously in my chest, my throat suddenly tightening at the 
realization that, in mere seconds, | will no longer be able to reach out with my hand and touch Ryan's sleeve.. 


or his beard.. or his hand. 


His lower lip sticking out, Bam throws his arms around Ville's neck, and Ville closes his eyes and embraces Bam 


in return, Ryan turns to me then, and his lips tremble slightly as he smiles unsteadily at me. 


"You better call me the minute you get home," he says sternly, but | hear the tremor in his voice, and | think 
| fall for him all over again at that very instant. There's no way I'm trusting my voice right now; all | can do is 
smile and nod as Ryan pulls me close to him, engulfing me in his arms as | clutch him desperately in return, 
burying my face in his neck and holding on to him like | might never let him go. | sure as hell don't want to let 
him go, but before long, Ville clears his throat, and | pull back to see Ville and Bam both watching us with the 


strangest expressions on their faces, their arms still around each other's waists. 
‘Sorry, boys," Ville whispers. "Linde, we really should board." 
| nod, turning back to Ryan to hug him and possibly drop a quick kiss on his cheek, but he surprises me with a 


long, soft, moist kiss right on my mouth, despite the stares of the Taiwanese tourists standing just across the 
way. When he pulls back, Ryan presses his cheek against mine, holding me tightly as he whispers, "Love you." 


"Love you, too," | breathe, tears stinging my eyes and blurring my vision as we reluctantly detach ourselves 
from each other's arms and Ryan hands me my carry-on bag, his eyes glittering just as I'm sure mine are, 
and just as Bam's and Ville's are when | glance at the two of them. "Bye, Bam," | say, hugging him briefly while 
Ville and Ryan say goodbye, and | can't resist throwing my arms around Ryan once more, kissing him on the 
cheek before Ville hands me my boarding pass and | follow him toward the gate, glancing back over my 
shoulder to find Ryan and Bam huddled closely together, looking identically miserable. | wave halfheartedly, and 
Ryan manages a weak smile, returning my wave and making me wonder how the hell I'll ever assemble the 


strength to walk past this gate. 


eK 


R yan 


There they go. There he goes. Linde hands the ticket checker his boarding pass and his passport, and she 
examines both before handing them back and waving him through. He turns once more as he reaches the 
other side, and my heart swells when he smiles a little and blows me a kiss, which | return, not giving a shit 
how ridiculous | must look. When Ville hikes his carry-on bag higher on his shoulder and reaches for Linde's 
hand, the two of them turn together and wave, both of them smiling bravely, before turning again and heading 
toward the security checkpoint, at which point we lose sight of them. 


Swiping hastily at the single tear that spills over my lower lashes, | glance at Bam to find his eyes swimming 
with tears, too, so | sling my arm around his shoulders and roughly kiss his temple. "Did you have fun this 


week?" | ask, and Bam simply laughs, the sound both a little sad and a little bitter. 


"| have a lot of things to work out, Random," he says, his voice raspy with emotion, and we lean against the 


window, staring out at the sunny afternoon and the endless asphalt that meets our gaze. "A Jot of things." 


| know you do," | reply, resting my forehead against the cool glass and watching my breath bloom in front of 
me. "Did anything.. happen between you guys last night?" 


Bam chuckles a little, shaking his head. "Not really.. but | kind of fell asleep in his arms, so.. | think he's as 


confused as | am." 
"No doubt," | reply, grinning. "I can see why you think you have some things to think about." 


"| might have some questions," Bam says hesitantly, and | laugh, the glass fogging even more at my sudden 


exhalation. 


"| guarantee | have at least some answers for you," | reply, pulling back from the window and following as Bam 


starts to walk away, but | pause after a half step, turning back to the window. Grinning, knowing its stupid but 


unable to resist, | raise my finger, and in the cloud of fog on the glass, | scrawl a large heart and a short 


legend inside before turning again and following Bam, who's watching me with a wide grin on his face. 


"You're retarded,” he declares, throwing his arm around my shoulders, and | grin at him, glancing back at the 
window, which now bears the sentiment, "ML + R.D." before | reply. 


"| know." 


* 


: THE END :: 


